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admirable/' said Mr. Lion on the fourth night. I
explained that it had been due to the bronchitis.
Mr. Lion, without wishing me any harm, was sorry
that I was not going to have bronchitis for the rest
of the " run."
Three weeks later we transferred to the St. James's
in London, where The Outsider enjoyed a gratifying
success.
As soon as I had an opportunity, I asked Dr.
Macdonald Brown for an explanation of my cure. I
told him of the oranges and vermuth. He thought
that there might be something in the instinct that
had prompted that craving, and that the oranges
and vermuth (which is manufactured from white
wine, gentian, oranges, angelica, etc.) in all probability
provided precisely the ingredients containing the
medicinal properties which cured me. He added
that he was a firm believer in people's individual
instincts when they were ill, if they craved for any
particular food or drink ; as his experience had
shown him that very often Nature knew better
than the doctor what was good for the patient.
It was during the run of The Outsider iji London
that a very amusing thing happened to me. One
wet night, when it was blowing a gale, I was waiting
for my bus after the theatre, at Piccadilly Circus. I
had on my mackintosh, goloshes, an old beret, and
I wa$ literally hanging on to my umbrella. Walking
up and down, also waiting for a bus, I imagined, was
another lady ; and I was thinking how wet her far
coat was getting. Suddenly she came up to me,
pushed my arm, and said: " Here you; get off iny
beat! " Although somewhat taken aback, my sense
of tumour rose to the occasion, as nobody could